THE   BURNING   SECRET

The woman was more sensitive to the child's mutism
than Baron von Sternfeldt. She was alarmed at Edgar's
morose expression, and started back in disgust when she
detected upon the callow visage of her son the self-same
grimace as that which her husband made when he was
put out. Never before had Edgar shown any resemblance
to his father. Particularly at such a moment as this was
she loath to be reminded of her husband. The child
sitting there huddled upon the tiny seat seemed like a
ghost, a reproachful guardian of her ways. She felt
conscience-stricken. Suddenly Edgar glanced up, and
looked her full in the eyes. Mother and son instantan-
eously lowered their lids. For the first time in their life
together they were watching one another. This they both
realized with anguish squeezing their hearts. Up till
now they had blindly trusted each other; now a hedge of
doubt and suspicion rose up between them. A latent
hatred invaded them, a sensation so novel that neither
admitted as yet that it existed.

All three were genuinely relieved when the horses drew
up in front of the hotel. The drive had been wretched
from start to finish, but none of them was frank enough to
say so. Edgar was the first to jump out of the landau.
Frau Blumental, saying she had a headache, made
straight for her room. The boy and Otto were thus left
alone. After paying the driver. Baron von Sternfeldt
strode off towards the lounge, passing close to Edgar
without so much as noticing the child's presence. He
had forgotten his little friend's existence, and left the
poor lad behind as if such an insignificant creature was
of no more concern to him any more than the coachman
on the box or the horses harnessed to the carriage.

Something broke inside Edgar's head as that beloved
and slender figure receded. Despair filled his heart at the
thought that this wonderful friend had brushed past
without a glance or a word. What could he have done to
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